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Buzzkill 


Author's Notes: 
*kickass riff breaks in* 


Hey, no one knows me! 
No one saves me! 
No one loves or hates me! 


I've been away for too long! 


Fine, let's cut the drama already. For those of you lovely people who remind about me, hi. Long time no see.. 
cause the muse is a bitch and white sheet fright is an evergreen BUT | managed to spill this little meaningless 
but (| hope) fun thing down here all over a couple pages of Word so here it is, too. 


As usual, let me know if | should find a different hobby so I'll keep on writing anyway and torture y'all with my 
awful stories :D 


Disclaimer: | am unfortunately not paid to write whatever comes to my mind and said craziness is in no way 
intended to offend people. | don't know the characters, don't own them and they are only inspired by actual 
people, of course. Facts never happened and if they did, | wish | was a fly on the wall. 


Another litte parenthesis: no spoilers but the third person involved in the story was picked cause | found it 
would be a suitable player for the role, it seemed funny to have him stuck between handsy and charming Dave 
and the other TOs Don Juan. (Sorry buddy, it's for the sake of art) But if its not your thing or you're not a 
fan of AB, just ignore it | guess. On the contrary, if you like AB, | wrote a fic called Guilty involving the two 


nicest men in rock. 


"What's for dinner?" 


Not a word from the newcomer, not even the smell Chinese food. The keys hit the rhinestone covered wall 
pocket | picked last week - you can tell he doesn't like it yet - and that's the only answer | get as A Kind of 
Magic keeps on spinning on the turntable. 


"Disco..2" 


But it has to be, unless Nate has finally decided to come to the Hawk's nest and turn his sad middle aged 
bassist's life around. Said the middle aged but still pretty striking drummer. 


"Hey" a husky voice murmurs casually. Not buying it. 

And no Thai food's smell spreading, yet. 

"Hey stranger" | welcome him, studying him a little from my seat at the breakfast table. Master of subtlety, 
he is not. Looks thoughtful, quiet as a secret keeper, smells like we're not gonna have dinner any time soon. 


Yep. Fuck it though, l'm too old for his shit. Unless it's some real good shit. 
Unless he j dinner - which I'm totally up for. 


He pretends to stuff something into the fridge, coat still on, just about the right time and position for a 
sneaky, inquisitive hug. 


"Baby, hi" | coo into his ear in my most sugary voice. Can someone resist some sugar sprinkled on One Vision? 
Sure not. "What's for dinner?" 


Finally, he turns around and a tiny wicked grin spreads on his face shyly. With a sigh of surrendering, his hands 


free from the shopping bags and raised, | hope I'll get some luck and some answer too. 

"Myles Kennedy." 

For a split second, | think | might have misunderstood. Then, | even take the idea of taking the bait in 
consideration. Not Mexican, not even spicy.. Can do. Young and good look. Plain Steven Tyler's vibe. Not much 
ass, but I've seen worst. Rocking.. But the guy looks like a kiddo with a huge crush on Stewart Copeland. Any 
relation to persons living or present or talking is completely coincidental, by the way. 


"I thought you said | was bony, last week." 


He smiles and it warms my heart and my body a little cause fuck, motherfucker's coming from some discount 


at the north pole, apparently. Is it Santa's hat season already? 

"And you are. You will always be, T. So | thought we should.. grab a bite, y'know." 

Back to the shopping bags that he still won't tell what contain. At least, he offers me a beer, throws it against 
my chest and | put on the counter as he cranks one open for himself. My turn to pout. Big news: too liquid, 
too late. Not like I'm turning that down, but that's not the point. 

"But I'm hungry." 

"Good. Great, T. He needs a new hobby and | need our little new intern to get me some job done too." 

"Like he's gonna feed me. Two of him couldn't make a decent appetizer." 

And there he goes, sniggering, playing queen bitch again couse he enjoys it very much and has probably had 
some chow and booze with Josh on their way back from the studio. Or with said Kennedy guy, at this point. 
Bottom line, you are what you eat. And I'm not sure l'm in for a jam with another nicest guy in rock and shit. 
The last one | got came out to be some kind of edgy prima donna with a bad taste for takeaway food and l'm 
then the one that's picky, right? 

"| dunno, T, that's what | used to say about you. Though." 


"Whatever. 'm not hungry anymore. G'night" 


‘Oh, c'mon! | wanna have a taste and | know you'd have fun too, big deal. How did we get old all of a sudden?" 


he asks, taking a sip of beer. 

"| don't know, seems to me you're still all hormones and kissing parties on the back seat of daddy's car." 

"Just cause I'm not partay-ing with you, huh? Jazz train." 

Then his arms wrap around my torso and the handsy drinker | learned to know and love comes around 
because. Because he knows | love him, | like to think. Getting sentimental, yeah, some of us have reached that 
age where you don't constantly want to hang out with someone new every night. By the time the can is empty, 
l'm almost convinced of being a responsible adult and he is, too. 

"You're a buzzkill, Tay-luhr" 

There we go. Again. Just because l.. well, actually its the first time | don't jump in the lap of this kind of 
opportunity. Lets just say l'm not in the mood. Or I'm the something better. And people involved don't put me 
in the right mood of cooperation either. Especially Dave, he can be a real brat when he wants to and lately he 


has so been. 


"And you're Dave Grohl, so you want him, want this Kenickie, you go and get him. Like you have to ask for my 


permission. The drummer from whatever fucking band it was." 
"Oooh. So thats it. You truly are jealous." 


He laughs softly, then kisses my neck and starts rubbing my back fondly. | can't help but let go a moan of 
appreciation. Always been good at that, motherfucker. 


"You sure you don't remember, roadie?" 

"Nope. Not a chance. Wait, wasn't it Ratt?" | tease him and laugh, he bites me. Then kisses the nape of my 
neck, sweaty from a nap from earlier, and cringes but says nothing. | arch against him, hug him at best. He 
sighs and holds me and we are Jack and Rose, a little luckier, cooler and sweatier. 


"You know I'd always ask you. It's not about permission.. But priorities.” 


"Priorities?" It comes out almost as a groan cause damn, his palms are crawling under my shirt and it feels so 
g P g Y 


good. Scratches, fuck yeah. 
"Yeah. | know you would love it, like the good old days. But | love you and this is better than that, even if | like 


to think we were hotter, never satisfied and incredibly flexible, Jesus. You're still hot though, and | guess we 


can agree on the fact we're not sleeping with worms yet." 


Fuck it. 


"l." Sound uncertain? Have to. About to give in? Not even close. I've been spoiling the fun all night but l'm also 
not getting my prize so what. This is deal time. A man has to do what a man has to do to survive and if it 
means | have to play with Dave's head and agenda every once in a while to remember him who the queen is, 


then so be it. And he's sweet as icing so fuck me. "I believe those times are not so old, after all” 
Full of hope, stars shooting from his eyes, he spurs me, wasting no time. Fucker. "So that's a yes?" 
"Maybe. Might be. Don't know. It depends’ 

Not baiting the hook yet? He really is getting older and older by the minute 


"On..2" 


Fucking finally. Musical genius my ass, he can't even figure out what to buy me for Christmas, let alone 
guessing my fantasies. But he always does, in the end. My turn to play and now he has to oblige and even feed 


me peeled grapes if | ask him to. | flash him a winner grin. 
"What's for dinner?" 


He smiles back and it remembers me how late it is and how much charming efforts make me hungry. As he 
grabs the keys from the hated wall pocket and glares at it quickly but nevertheless fondly, | grab my coat and 
follow his lead. Always do that, love doing that and he finally offers me his arm. 


"Whatever the lady wishes." 


Now | only have to remind myself to update Kenn'y on the whole thing. Fine, | might have cheated this time 
but | made someone's day, that's what | do and who I'm about to do so its not cheating, it's moving ahead. The 
guy couldn't keep his chill when oops, | dialed the wrong number and casually mentioned Dave Grohl would be at 
studio 606 tonight by lOpm. | think | forgot to mention he would be looking for something to screw, but then 
again you know Dave, there's not much to add. Give him a red cup and he's gonna turn everything around it 


into a pool party. 
"About fucking time." 


Latest bottom line, Kenn'y should've brought me some of that sweet, killer spaghetti straight away for that 
but you know, sometimes it's better to wait for a juicy steak instead. 


